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According  to  the  Analytical  Concordance  to  the 
Bible,  the  meaning  of  "sefer"  or  "sepher"  is  derived 
from  Hebrew,  meaning  "writing"  or  "book." 
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across  the  seas 

the  image  is  turquoise  and  bamboo 
shoes  are  removed  before  the  steps 
we  enter,  sometimes  forgetting  to  be  humble 
three  kids  overlooking  the  skies 

across  the  seas,  my  heart  longs  to  be 

i  walk  into  a  cloud  of  avon  powder 

i  still  smell  the  orient  on  her  turtle  skin 

she  is  my  bai,  who  knows  my  dreams  more  than  me 

a  red  vein  trails  the  corner  of  her  eye 

she  counts  the  moles  on  my  face,  hoping  i'm  the  one 

weak  laughter  prevents  my  heartache 

mango  strips  and  coconut  milk  keep  her  memory  alive 

i  miss  her,  i  love  her.  i  wish  she  knew 

*bai  is  pronounced  bah-eh* 

heather  devera 
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At  Surfs  Side 


Sunrise 

Painting  a  silvery  path 
Across  the  ocean 

Beckoning  me 

"Come. 


Waves 

Racing  each  other  to  shore 
Some  meeting  it  as  if  submissively  succumbing  to 

death; 

Others  slapping  the  land's  face 

In  defiance, 

Then  rushing  out  again 
For  the  gaining  of  greater  momentum 

To  show  the  shore  whose 

Is  the  upper  hand. 
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Seagulls 

Awaiting  the  sea's  serving 

Of  their  morning  meal.  . . 

Their  children 

Playing  tag  with  the  waves. 


Rushing  sounds 

Of  the  ocean, 
Which  instill  great  respect, 
Even  fear, 

For  the  whim  of  nature 

Yet  bring  peace 

By  virtue  of  their  steadfastness. 


And  the  shells. . . 

The  thousands  of  shells. . . 

Telling 

of  lives 

Past. 

Sherry  Yearty 
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Seven 


Seven  silent  years 
you  fought  the  night. 
Yet  through  your  tears 
you  saw  the  light. 
Through  the  darkest  storm 
you've  reached  the  shore. 
Rest  easy  now, 
and  fear  no  more. 
The  chains  are  broken. 
You  are  set  free. 
Now  live,  my  sister, 
in  His  victory. 

This  poem  is  dedicated  to  my  cousin  Jackie  (now  eight)  and 
her  brother  Tommy  (four).  They  are  survivors  of  satanic  ritual 
abuse.  Please  keep  them  in  your  prayers  as  they  continue  their 
fight 

Jason  Wollschleger 
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The  Gospel 


Zion  calls  out. 

Your  time  has  come. 

X  out  the  sinner's  name. 

Washed  in  blood. 

Victory  has  known  death. 

Until  the  stone  was  rolled. 

Take  the  keys. 

Satan  has  been  defeated. 

Righteousness  has  triumphed  over  death. 

Quick  tell  everyone. 

Pound  on  the  gates. 

On  the  roof  call  out. 

Now  is  salvation  given  to  all. 

Messiah  has  come.  Believe  and  receive. 

Love  in  life. 

King  even  in  death. 

Jesus  has  defeated  hell  &  death. 

Issue  the  proclamation. 

Hear  the  good  news. 

God  has  provided  a  lamb. 

Faith  has  wings. 

Eternity  is  for  all. 

Death  is  life  in  disguise. 

Call  on  God. 

Believe  on  his  son. 

Accept,  believe,  repent,  confess,  rejoice. 
Rodney  Knier 
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The  Weird  Bird 


It  is  an  ordinary  day  by  the  pond,  or  is  it?  What 
would  be  expected  from  an  ordinary  day?  As  I  sit,  this  all  but 
ordinary  bird  is  parading  in  my  sight.  He  stops.  Becoming 
perfectly  still,  he  stretches  out  his  wings  and  wattles  his  tail 
free  from  moisture.  After  becoming  satisfied  of  his  new-found 
dryness,  he  stills  himself  again.  I  think  this  of  no  regard  and 
continue  in  my  studying.  After  a  while,  I  look  up.  The 
weirdest  thing  is  happening  to  me— this  bird  is  standing  there, 
perfectly  still,  with  his  wings  open  wide.  He  is  looking  right 
at  me.  I  study  him—his  gestures,  his  motives,  and  he  glances 
at  me.  Above  all,  I  study  his  wings.  They  are  stretched  out  so 
wide,  so  beautiful.  Then,  it  hits  me.  I  look  up  attentively  at 
the  cross,  majestically  affixed  atop  the  steeple.  A  few  minutes 
later  I  look  back  down  at  this  strange  bird,  this  weird  bird  that 
has  been  content  to  look  right  at  me  for  so  long.  Suddenly,  it 
makes  all  sense.  I  look  back  up  at  the  cross.  I  see  it.  The 
bird,  he  wants  me  to  watch.  He  is  trying  to  get  my  attention. 
Looking  contcntly  at  the  bird,  its  wings,  I  see  Him.  He  has  my 
attention.  He  is  all  I  can  see.  Christ  stretched  out  His  arms  so 
wide  and  looked  right  at  us.  He  wanted  our  attention.  He  is 
always  trying  to  get  it.  He  definitely  got  mine.  Where  is  your 
attention  focused? 

Paul  Brown 
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Southern  Belles  and  Debutantes 

You  sit  there  clutching  your  cigarette, 
looking  like  it  would  tell  you  the  truth. 
Twirling  your  hair  in  the  lowlit  cafe, 
staring  down  at  your  untouched  food. 

Sipping  your  coffee  like  a  Southern  Belle, 
and  batting  your  eyes  like  a  Debutante. 

You  lean  over  as  if  you  have  a  story  to  tell, 
but  you  lay  down  your  head  and  leave... 
...your  soul  haunted. 

Cold  coffee  sits  in  your  lipstick-stained  cup, 
an  ashtray  full  of  your  truthful  books. 
You  arise  from  your  small  coma,  look  up 
and  ask  why  the  earth  shook. 

Our  eyes  meet  and  we  both  show  our  teeth, 
you  quickly  turn  and  call  for  our  waitress. 
I  think  of  how  beautiful  you  are,  even  with  yellow  teeth, 
you  just  push  your  hands  beneath  your  dress. 

Christopher  Edge 
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jasper's  meaning 

wishing  for  more  i  kneel  and  pray  until  i  reject  my  faith, 
i  ask  you. 

i  forget  your  blessings. 

juniper  molds  a  lost  twinkle. 

i  pretend  to  own  the  galaxy  and  dream. 

i  seek  knowledge  and  beg  for  wisdom,  grieve  at  my  shaking 

fists. 

as  the  wish  grows,  jasmine  glows— 

i  measure  my  hopes,  i  have  journeyed  far. 

i  knock  down  beliefs  under  bruised  knees,  cry  in  vain,  cry  for 

the  better. 

the  wish  awaits  in  your  open  palm;  i  reach 

i  imagine  my  piety. 

i  forget  i  am  the  fool,  the  fool. 

my  fungus  heart  receives  your  promises. 

heather  devera 
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She  Likes  Daisies 

She  likes  daisies. 

Really,  any  flower  will  do,  but  I  like  to  give 
her  daisies. 

Fields  of  daisies  are  the  most  exciting  pictures. 
For  her  and  for  me. 

I  think  of  open  spaces,  like  daisy  fields,  when  I 
picture  her;  running  and  walking,  or  the  indention 
of  my  body  as  I  stand  up  from  a  nap  in  the 
daisies. 

Imagine  how  she  imagines  in  daisies;  even  better 
than  I. 

She'll  accept  any  flower. 
But  only  daisies  will  bring  acceptance  through 
her  eyes;  they  become  bright  and  full  of  life. 
Daisies  are  her  favorite. 

Kevin  Parham 
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I  Didn't  Change 


You  have  lost  what  I  still 
cany  around. 
I  think  it  really  hurts. 
Now  only  cheap  conversation 
&  fake  interests 
give  us  something  to  do. 
Your  necessary  cover-up 
has  gotten  way  too  thick  for  me  to  bother, 
I  also  do  not  have 
the  strength  of  old. 
Since  your  predictability  and  shallow, 
shallow  ways  sicken  me, 
there  really  is  no  reason  for  me 
to  stretch. 
Forever  is  how  long  this  "Goodnight" 
is  for.  Bye 

Charles  Mccall  III 
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My  Question 

I  dream  of  writing,  of  singing,  dancing,  fighting, 
making  music,  making  stories,  making  love,  war. 
It  doesn't  matter.  Some  expression, 
some  outlet  is  needed,  is  necessary. 

I  can't. 

I'm  trapped  in  this  body,  this  voice,  this  mind. 
No  song  can  come  pure  and  unrestrained  from  this  mouth, 
or  music  from  these  untrained,  unskilled  hands. 
No  words  can  flow  together  into  stories,  into  life,  from  this 
mind. 

No  wars  can  be  won,  nor  battles  fought  with  this  body. 
How? 

How  to  express,  how  to  win, 
how  to  free  myself  from  within? 
That,  that  is  a  question, 
whose  answer  is  worth  knowing. 

Jason  Wollschlegcr 
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She  Says  She's  Not  Beautiful 


The  blue  sky  with  its  ice  cream  scoop  clouds 
melting  in  the  sun... Is  it  not  beautiful? 
The  grassy  meadow,  dead  splendor,  underneath 
a  pure  blanket  of  snow..  .Is  it  not  beautiful? 
The  smell  of  jasmines,  the  sweetness  of  honeysuckles, 
the  color  of  a  rose.. .Are  they  not  beautiful? 
Newly-formed  dew  on  the  petals  of  a  rose,  with  one  drop, 
the  forest  comes  alive... Is  that  not  beautiful? 
Then  how  can  you  say  that  you're  not,  Beautiful, 
for  they  fail  in  comparison  to  you. 

Christopher  Edge 
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Answer 

In  My  hand  I  hold  your  life. 

To  Mc  you've  given  all. 

Your  fleeting  thoughts  and  empty  feelings, 

shall  pass  away  like  the  leaves  of  fall. 

Focus  your  thoughts  on  Me. 

Make  Me  your  goal. 

Thirst  and  hunger  after  me, 

and  with  Mc  I  shall  make  you  full. 


Jason  Wollschleger 


Go  My  Evil  Comfort 
For  Micah  Corn 

Alone  and  naked,  in  front  of  God 

I  stand  crying 

with  clenched  fists. 
Beautiful,  bellyful  laughter 

escapes  my  Lord's  mouth. 
He  reaches  for  me 

"Come  my  child  and  sit." 
I  stare  at  the  floor 

ashamed  to  face 

more  lovely  laughter. 
Warm  hands  touch  mine. 

my  fists 

my  flstfuls  of  sorrow 

of  pain  and  everything 
One  by  one,  He  opens  my 

fmgers  with  His  love. 
I  cry  as  I  let  go 

go  of  my  belongings 

go  of  my  evil  comfort. 
But  even  more  laughter, 

and  as  I  look  up 
(Oh  to  smile  like  He  smiles  now) 

I  reach  out  to  touch 

this  lovely  smile. 

"My  God,  you  are  so  beautiful!" 
Laughing  and  smiling, 

He  leans  forward  and  whispers, 

"So  are  You  my  Love, 

so  are  you." 

Charles  Mccall  111 
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lame  ducks  in  a  sidestreet  park . . .  afternoon 

dimply  pond  light  sprays  and  dashes 
roots  to  vein  blocked  cement  banks, 
let  the  records  show  little  barbarians  with 
fat  blonde  knees  will  toss  out  crumbs  of  themselves, 
stale  and  hobbling  in  warm  primordial  wavelets 
uneaten  unnoticed,  shabby  swans  aloof... 
a  peculiar  slant  of  pathos  in  the 
paths  littered  with  Mothers,  their  shoes  so 
crisp  so  stiff  and  confining  but  lovely  to 
grind  into  the  gravel,  as  a  farcical  pitch  to  the 
cork  and  paper  boats  in  the  seas  of  soggy  bread 
disheveled  feathers  and  even  a  fallen  kite's  tail; 
sticky  children  with  candy  pink  hot  faces  in  mockery 
of  the  icarus  quandary- 
yet  in  the  still  life  spatterings  of  this 
jaunted,  split-out  afternoon  one  study  remains,  one 
sketch  flutters  and  hits  against  the  walls  of  my  eyes... 
I  saw  them,  two  mallards  bookended,  caddy- 
cornered  glistening,  conspirational  man  to  man  to 
somehow  sensing  such  strangeness,  no  laughter 
slopping  waters  and  dull-feathered  drakes  fearful  of  water; 
nothing  but  to  impotently  shove  off,  head  down 
contemplate  my  boots  just  forward,  lame, 
sickened  and  hands  shoved  deep  in  my  newly-found  pockets. 

amanda  ash 
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Red 


Fire  emanates  and  emancipates  my  soul, 
delicate  brush  strokes  enlighten 
this  Monet  of  life. 
Soft  melodies  surround  this 
orchestra  of  beauty. 
Whistling  winds  wisp  through  her  hair 
like  the  feathers  of  a  dove. 
She  is  a  dream,  fleeting,  dancing, 
diving  into  the  recesses  of  my  mind. 
It  infuriates  me  to  see  her, 
knowing  I  can't  have  her. 
I  long  for  her  in  vain,  wishing 
in  vain  for  a  touch,  a  kiss. 
I  glare  at  her  everyday  and 
ask  her  why  she's  so  gorgeous. 
She  doesn't  answer,  she  only  smiles, 
and  throws  her  hair  over  her  shoulder ... 
...  and  walks  away. 


Christopher  Edge 
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I  Can't  See  The  Purple 


That's  all  there  is  to  it. 

I  can't  make  myself  see  it  like  yourself.  Do  you 

understand?  Listen  to  me. 
I  can't  lose  a  lifetime  of  my  thoughts  for  you. 

Can  you  sec  my  words?  Listen  to  me! 
Yellow  and  Blue  make  Green.  Nothing  else. 
That's  all  there  is  to  it. 

Kevin  Parham 
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Narrowing 


These  nights  the  dogs  bear  testimony.  Peculiarly 

enough,  this  silence  allows  door  chimes  and  lampposts 

into  its  impotence  to  beacon  porches  and  luck 

aside  driveways,  (but  where  is  he  now?) 

Want  for  a  grander  masterpiece  stilts  and  edges  our 

curtains  in  studies  of  hand-made  light: 

try  again.  There  is  no  wind,  only  some  silence 

which  shudders  awnings  and  windsocks  into 

an  estranged  verisimilitude.  Cloaking  with 

guises  of  twilight  shoved  against  scents  tragic 

in  portent,  heavy  of  jasmined  honey  or  laundry-stop  - 

A  dog  dully  stumping  tail  on  clapboards  and 

sighing  as  only  dogs  can  sigh,  head  resigned  to 

thick,  livery  legs  and  silent.  Silent,  when  dogs  don't 

bark  I  grow  swollen,  wax  hollow,  fall  alien, 

I  sense  in  streetlights  the  routine  of  fading  away. 

Amanda  Ash 
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Do  you  believe  in  love  at  first  sight? 

I  don't. 

I  always  thought  of  it  as  a  dream- 

a  myth— 

a  fable. 
Cinderella, 

a  prince, 

and  happily-ever-after. 

Yeah  right. 

Happily-ever-after 

until  the  morning  after. 

Maybe  I'm  just  too  cynical. 

I've  been  told  that  those  who  resist 

always  fall  the  hardest. 

Those  who  persist  in  denouncing 

so-called  "true  love" 

are  the  sappiest 

most  revolting 

disgusting 

creatures  known  to  man 
when  it  hits  them. 

Do  you  believe  in  love  at  first  sight? 

I  don't. 

Or... 

I  always  made  fun  of  it, 

called  it  a  fairy  tale. 

Compared  Snow  White  to  Liz  Taylor 

Liz  with  her  five  plus  husbands. 

Snow  White  with  her  seven  dwarves. 
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Maybe  I'm  just  too  distrustful. 

I've  been  told  that  when  my  special  someone  comes  along 
Boom! 
I'll  know. 
Instantly. 

And  see  the  world  through  rose-colored  glasses. 

Do  you  believe  in  love  at  first  sight? 

I  don't. 

Or,  at  least. . . 

I  always  dismissed  it. 

Claimed  that  I  was  too  realistic  for  that  mush. 

Too  smart  for  those  lies. 

Too  busy  to  throw  my  life  away 
for  one- 
single— 
person. 

Maybe  I  just  protest  too  much. 
I've  been  told  that  love  conquers  all.  .  . 
Even  those  as  strong-willed  as  Superman. 
Bonnie. 

Cyclops. 

King  David. 
Princess  Leia. 

Benedick. 

Even  me. 

Do  you  believe  in  love  at  first  sight? 
I  don't. 

Or,  at  least,  I  didn't... 

I  always  thought  of  it  as  a  dream— 

a  myth— 

a  fable. 


24 


But  Cinderella  found  her  prince. 

Snow  White  found  Prince  Charming. 
Superman  found  Lois  Lane. 

Bonnie  found  Clyde. 
Cyclops  found  Jean  Grey. 

King  David  found  Bathsheba. 
Princess  Lei  a  found  Han  Solo. 

Benedick  found  Beatrice. 

And  me, 

I  found  you. 
Do  you  believe  in  love  at  first  sight? 

Crystie  Stewart 
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No  Reason  to  Hate 


There's  a  certain  melancholy  that  strife  brings  on 
it's  a  gaping  pit,  a  hollow  cavity  inside  the  heart 

this  pit,  that  cavity,  is  what's  left  when  the  heart  is 

gone 

even  those  outside  the  fray  feel  anger's  smart 

when  desperate  words  rip  out  the  heart. 

Anger  breeds  pain,  and  pain  brings  despair 
when  one  brother  turns  on  another. 

God  meant  for  us  to  love,  understand  and  care; 
When  did  we  lose  sight  of  this?  Amidst  the  spiritual  clutter 

that  we  put  in  place  of  Jesus,  love  is  shoved  into  the 

gutter. 

Differences  there  may  be  in  theological  reasoning 
but  that's  no  reason  to  hate. 

'Tis  but  a  spice  to  add  to  life's  seasoning. 

Cain  slew  Abel,  is  that  our  fate, 

To  kill  our  fellow  Christians  with  harsh  words  of 

hate? 

Bryan  Rabon 
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donnadonnadonna 

donna  in  the  doorway  with  the  light  edging  self- 
consciously about  you,  cough  shuffle  madras  shod...  Yes? 
tell  me  tell  me  what  ground  control  is  hinting  tell 
me  what  timcspacc  has  taken  for  granted... 
somehow  we  have  hit  an  all-time  low. 
donna  let  the  planets  in  donna  let  the  shades  up  put 
the  Romanesque  on  the  countertop  with 
what's  left  of  your  philodendron... 
we  kill  slowly  with  what  our  pens  won't  allow  when 
they  are  sputtering  we  are  out  of  blood  and  ink; 
nothing  left  but  to  watch  August  on  the  street  outside 
say  time  is  light  and  light  goes  when  it  pleases, 
say  next  time  put  your  plants  on  the  windowsill 

amanda  ash 
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gaze 


you  sleep 

the  lunar  sunrise  begins 

unaware  and  willing  the  quiet  force  ruptures 

the  eyes  search  for  a  journey,  waiting  for  the  return 

lights  fill  the  empty  canyons,  but  your  smile  feels  nothing 

it  gleams  with  intention  to  glow 

the  earth  feels  the  weight  of  its  silver  stare 

footsteps  toward  the  middle  fade  and  sink  into  dust 

heather  devera 
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Strength 


In  our  weakness  we  lost  the  battle, 
but  in  the  losing  we  have  gained  wisdom. 
Through  defeat  we  learn  of  the  enemy. 
With  that  knowledge  we  learn  to  fight. 
Through  our  fight  we  gain  our  freedom, 
and  in  our  freedom  truly  unite. 
In  unity  we  stand  in  His  strength. 
Two  as  one,  but  not  yet  one  from  two. 

Jason  Wollschleger 
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Education 


Exiled  by  my  motives,  I  wait,  suffering,  upon  His 

restoration  of  my  shallow  life. 
I  remain  hopeful  for  a  love  that  rebuilt  the  sin-hoarding 

kingdoms  of  old;  they  were  judged,  as 

have  been  me. 
I  don't  understand  it,  but  of  course,  I  will  accept  it. 
Who  would  not? 

Prophets  fill  my  ears  with  visions;  the  same  as  has  always 

been  the  case. 
But  my  judgment  is  for  molding,  as  well  as  scolding; 

I  stand  broken  down  and  soft,  like  muddy  rocks 

waiting  to  be  used  for  bricks. 
Bricks  are  stronger  than  wood.  My  wood  is  still  burning. 
Great  Love  will  stand  me  tall  above  the  dark 

schemer  that  cuts  my  legs  with  sharp  finger  nails. 
But  not  in  my  time. 
My  exile  is  not  over. 

The  judgment  has  not  educated  my  flesh  completely. 
Education  takes  time,  also;  but  education  is  critical. 
I  will  graduate  with  a  degree. 

Kevin  Parham 
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Autumn 

Full  gray  clouds  drape  the  sky; 
Evening  shadows  quicken. 
Split  wood  is  stacked  high 
Animal  coats  now  thicken. 

But  before  tomorrow's  biting  winds 
Sweep  the  autumn  air, 
One  last  bonfire  there'll  be  to  spread 
The  ring  of  light  and  warmth  all  share. 

Excited  flames  dance  upon  the  logs  — 
Mesmerizing  tongues  of  orange,  gold  and  blue. 
Flames  that  enchant  all  who  gaze  too  long; 
Their  mystical  spell  captures;  it's  true. 

Songs  and  laughter  crash  through  the  ring 
And  into  the  somber  night. 
Of  dog  days  and  harvest  gained  they  sing- 
But  only  for  tonight. 

For  the  light  and  the  warmth  dwindles 
As  the  evening  fades  away. 
Roaring  flames  calm  to  crackling  coals; 
Damp  grass  and  chilling  winds  remain. 

And  the  songs  and  the  laughter  transform 
Into  dreams  of  warmer  days. 

Mary  J.  Macicjcwski 
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Outside 


Being  nowhere 

Is  better  than  being  somewhere 

You  can't  get 

In. 

The  faces  are  all  turned  away 

And  their  ears  cannot  hear 

Your 

voice. 

You  are  out  in  the  cold 

On  a  hot  summer  day. 
The  sun,  so  hot  that  all  is  liquid, 

Cannot  melt 

The  ice  that  surrounds  their  thoughts 
Of  you. 
Sherry  Yearty 
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Silent  Whispers 

Amidst  the  shadows  of  a  desperate  sky, 

a  light  began  to  glisten  from  the  comer  of  my 

Fleeting  souls  lost  upon  the  open  seas; 
yet  the  waters  parted,  setting  them  free. 

An  unbroken  path  without  an  end, 
land  without  law:  without  pretense. 

A  simple  touch;  a  heart's  content, 
a  constant  crave  without  relent. 

A  mere  thought  evolves  a  dream, 
bringing  eternal  passion  from  within. 

Anonymous 
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To  See  Humble  Birds 


God  reached  down  and  touched  me  today. 
(Pure  energy) 
An  intervention  that  was  unasked  for, 
came  when  it  needed  to  be  asked  for. 
Buzzing  on  Pure  Happiness, 
provided  answers  and  peace. 
God  likes  me, 

helps  me, 
and  knows  me. 

With  a  "Humble  Map," 
He  showed  microscopic  pleasures, 
known  as  "Taken  For  Granted." 
How  to  use  these  to  the  fullest 
extent  and  to  share. 

Being  quicker,  smarter,  bigger, 
I  ran  and  flew  and  spread. 
Now? 
I  AM  FLYING. 

Charles  Mccall  III 
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Red  Clay  Pottery 


My  red  clay  pottery  cost  more  money  than  I  can  share. 

It  is  a  sight  for  selfish  eyes,  I  have  to  say. 

Why  was  the  broken  piece  that  is  visible  to  everyone 

so  expensive? 
Questions  cause  me  to  hate  that  red  clay  pottery  that 

cost  more  money  than  I  can  spend. 
The  potter  should  have  fixed  it. 
I  wasted  my  time  for  that  lonely,  red  clay  pottery. 
I  have  very  little  time,  and  less  money. 
The  true  potter  would  have  fixed  it;  made  it  perfect. 
That's  the  last  time  I  buy  pottery  from  someone 

who  doesn't  know  me,  nor  I  him. 
I  wonder  what  time  church  is  over  tonight? 

Kevin  Parham 
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Temptation 


I  had  nowhere  to  go.  I  had  no  one  that  I  could  call 
upon  for  help.  I  was  alone  in  a  galaxy  of  my  own  kind.  Or  so 
I  thought. 

At  first  my  desires  were  all  but  unknown  to  me. 
Slowly  they  developed,  or  rather,  they  evolved  and  cooked  in 
the  cesspool  that  was  my  black  soul.  It  seemed  that  all  at  once 
they  jumped  upon  me  and  took  possession  of  me.  At  first  I 
fought  them  as  I  would  the  direst  enemy  of  him  whom  I 
served.  They  would  not  retreat  and  so  I  began  to  let  them  flow 
into  my  heart  and  mind  and  claimed  them  as  my  own. 

For  cons  I  kept  them  pinned  down  and  all  but 
dormant,  or  so  I  thought.  What  I  thought  was  pinned  down 
was  actually,  inexorably  growing.  My  folly  lay  in  the  false 
security  that  I  had  them  under  my  power.  Then  one  day  I 
arose  to  find  myself  consumed  by  them,  totally. 

I  began  to  plot  and  scheme.  I  could  not  help  myself. 
Perhaps  it  was  simply  my  nature?  Possibly  it  was  my  destiny. 
At  any  rate,  I  formed  my  grand  design  that  would  give  me 
command  of  my  master  and  his  domain. 

My  comrades,  those  lesser  beings  that  served  him 
through  me,  were  the  first  link  in  the  chain  that  would  bind  my 
master.  I  knew,  somehow,  which  ones  I  could  turn  to  my  will. 
It  was  tedious  and  slow,  but  eventually  I  had  a  full  third  of  my 
master's  warriors  behind  me. 

My  foes  were  formidable.  My  two  equals,  Michael 
and  Gabriel,  would  stop  at  nothing  to  end  my  rebellion  once  it 
was  revealed.  The  master's  son  would  easily  destroy  me,  even 
at  the  cost  of  his  own  life,  if  the  father  commanded  it.  And 
finally,  the  master  Himself,  my  creator,  could  snuff  me  from 
existence.  It  mattered  little.  I  would  prevail.  I  was  the  greatest 
of  all  creation,  I  could  not  be  defeated. 

I  decided  to  attack  on  two  fronts.  I  would  place 
several  of  my  most  trusted  warriors  in  the  master's  throne 
room.  On  my  signal  they  would  attack.  At  the  same  time,  my 
army  would  begin  eliminating  their  inferior  brethren,  those 
that  followed  their  master. 


37 


On  the  appointed  day  my  men  were  in  place.  I  knelt 
before  His  throne,  upon  my  rise,  my  warriors  would  attack. 
Before  I  could  stand,  however,  my  master  spoke. 

"You  know  I  am  Sovereign.  You  know  that  I  am  just 
and  merciful.  Why  do  you  betray  me,  thus?"  Mis  voice, 
though  it  could  boom  like  thunder,  was  as  soft  as  a  gentle 
shower. 

I  could  not  bring  my  eyes  to  look  upon  him.  I  spoke, 
but  my  voice  was  weak.  "I  am  tempted  by  power  which  I  do 
not  have.  I  do  not  have  the  power  to  withstand  this 
temptation." 

"Then  know  that  this  temptation  comes  not  from  me, 
for  I  do  not  tempt.  This  is  your  test.  You  can  resist  this 
temptation  which  you  created  for  yourself,  and  all  will  be 
restored  to  you.  Or  you  can  carry  out  your  plan  and  damn 
yourself  to  destruction."  His  voice  was  louder  than  before,  as 
if  He  spoke  to  all  my  servants  as  well. 

I  had  no  choice.  "I  must  rule!"  I  cried  and  vaulted  to 

my  feet. 

Before  I  had  stood  completely  erect  I  was  somewhere 
else.  My  warriors  were  scattered  around  me.  I  found  myself 
in  utter  darkness,  there  was  no  light  as  there  was  in  my 
master's  presence. 

His  voice  split  the  air  around  me  and  spoke  to  my 
very  soul.  "You  have  been  cast  from  my  presence  into  eternal 
darkness.  There  is  no  redemption  for  you  or  your. . .  demons. 
Your  destruction  is  assured,  but  your  time  is  not  complete. 
You  can  never  return  to  Heaven." 

With  His  last  words  I  felt  my  soul  grow  cold  and  my 
heart  hard.  I  could  feel  all  the  beauty  I  had  possessed  crumble 
and  fall  from  me.  I  was  as  dead  as  I  would  have  been  had  He 
destroyed  me. 

Gabriel  turned  to  Michael  and  asked,  "Why  did  he  do 
this?  Did  he  not  realize  while  he  was  here  that  there  existed  a 
chance  at  redemption?  He  condemned  himself  with  his  own 
actions." 

Michael  slowly  shook  his  head  and  replied,  "So  it  is 
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with  all  temptation,  as  His  children  will  learn.  The  temptation 
doesn't  condemn,  it's  the  sin  that  springs  from  the  action  taken 
on  the  temptation." 

"But  did  God  not  tempt  him?"  Gabriel  asked. 

"No.  God  only  allowed  him  to  test  himself.  The 
temptation  came  from  within." 

Bryan  L.  Rabon 
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Christopher  Edge 
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Redeeming  Redemption 

A  breath  of  new  life  fills  my  soul,  like  air  to  a  newborn 

baby;  so  clean  and  good. 
I've  traveled  below  the  mountains  long  enough  to  take  a 

rest. 

Dark  and  dreary,  the  badlands  and  unpredictable  weather 
watch 

me  ascend  to  the  beauty  of  the  mountain  top;  my 

back  is  the  only  thing  visible  to  "Grim's"  sight. 
I  feel  revived,  as  if  waking  from  a  dream  only  to  be  living  it. 
Content  with  rolling  in  flowers  of  accomplishment,  no  one 

can  interrupt  my  recess. 
The  redemption  of  the  Redeemer  is  reason  enough  to 

conquer  the  bottoms  again. 
But,  not  yet. 

Kevin  Par  ham 
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Different  Love  —  Same 

Struggling  back  through  my  fat  pride, 
I  create  problems  that  only  I 
can  see. 

Mating  the  distance  I  have  caused, 
I  can  see  better  now. 

Been  thinking  about  you. 

Trying  to  keep  you  happy. 

I  can't  even  remember  bad  times, 

as  my  mind  plays  back  your 
smile  and  laugh,  one  thousand 
times  a  day. 

Visions  of  what  I  want  and  need 
are  what  you  are. 

Trusting  you,  trusting  me, 

believing  your  lyrics,  feeling 
your  strength  and  honesty- 
makes  for  wanted  virtues. 

You  have  what  I  want. 

I  can't  concentrate;  I  can't  continue. 

Where  are  you? 

I  just  want  to  lie  down  with  you  forever. 
Charles  Mccall  III 
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The  Pond 


There's  a  certain  Slant  of  light, 
Winter  Afternoons 
That  oppresses,  like  the  Heft 
Of  Cathedral  Tunes 

-Emily  Dickinson 

The  cold  rain  fell  unceasingly  on  the  silver  water  of 
the  pond.  In  places  the  silver  was  stained  an  olive  color  and 
made  the  pond  appear  as  though  it  were  under  attack  by  a 
disease.  All  light,  even  in  the  olive  places,  was  refused  entry, 
or  so  it  appeared.  The  only  movement  on  the  water  was  in  the 
shape  of  the  small  waves  made  by  the  rain  drops. 

The  pond  existed  apart  from  the  rest  of  the  universe. 
Even  the  sun  refused  to  shine  on  it.  It  was  touched  only  by  the 
never  ending  rain.  The  tall  guardians  of  this  micro-world 
stood  watch  over  it  in  silence.  They  only  whispered  reverently 
now  and  then.  Their  branches  reached  upward  and  outward 
but  never  touched  their  watery  charge.  The  sentinels  were 
neutral,  they  cared  not  about  the  disposition  of  their  host,  the 
pond. 

They  even  allowed  a  sole  intruder  to  penetrate  their 
wall  about  the  pond.  This  strange  visitor  crouched  by  the 
water's  edge  and  looked  down  into  its  own  visage.  There  was 
a  silvery  halo  about  its  head  where  the  pond  tried  to  insert  its 
own  face.  It  failed  and  was  forced  to  endure  this  being's 
trespass  upon  its  metallic  surface. 

"I  knew  I'd  find  you  here,"  It  said.  "I  always  find 
you  here."  Its  voice  was  filled  with  a  melancholy  that  reached 
farther  than  its  soul.  "I  can't  escape  you." 

The  pond  remained  silent.  The  trees  only  whispered. 
The  visitor  looked  up  and  across  to  the  distant  boundary  of  the 
pond.  It  saw  the  silver  explosions  the  rain  made  when  it 
landed  in  a  diseased  portion  of  the  pond.  I  saw  a  dense  white 
wall  of  clouds  slowly  creeping  over  the  silvery  surface  as  if  to 
smother  the  pond.  The  fog  began  to  devour  the  pond's 
sentinels  as  it  moved  toward  the  intruder. 
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"My  soul  is  that  cloud."  it  said,  "and  my  heart  is  the 

pond." 

It  returned  its  gaze  to  the  inconstant  reflection  on 
itself  on  the  pond's  surface.  "Are  you  really  in  there?  Do  I 
really  exist  or  am  I  the  dream  of  a  sleeping  dreamer?  What 
purpose  do  I  serve  in  this  small  universe?" 

As  it  finished  speaking  the  fog  covered  the  stranger 
and  obscured  it  from  the  view  of  the  pond. 

Bryan  L.  Rabon 
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Secrets 


Every  beating  heart  will  hold 
Secrets  that  must  not  be  told. 
Tender  thoughts  arc  always  kept 
Hidden  deep  within  the  soul. 

Movie  reels  within  the  mind 
Evoke  pictures  to  remind; 
For  each  heart  uniquely  holds 
Private  treasures  none  should  fmd. 

Mind  and  tongue  may  urge  the  heart 
Of  these  secrets  to  impart. 
With  merit  lost  once  bestowed 
Let  them  not,  through  lips,  depart. 

Mary  J.  Maciejewski 
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Soulmates 

To  my  beloved.  .  . 

How  long  my  heart  wept  in  the  pale  shadow  of  denial,  refusing 
to  believe,  to  trust,  to  understand  what  I  felt,  but  now. . .  you 
are  my  love,  my  very  breath,  my  very  life.  My  soul  cried  out 
to  that  lonely,  fateful  night  for  your  soul  to  hear. . .  and,  God, 
when  it  did  I  have  never  in  my  entire  life  been  more  scared, 
more  nervous,  more  happy.  I  feel  your  thoughts  impressed 
upon  my  consciousness  and  you  the  same. . .  our  souls  were 
meant  to  meet.  We  were  meant  to  be.  .  . 


To  the  Seekers. . . 

There  is  no  "my  soulmate  is  halfway  around  the  world. . . 
we'll  never  meet."  My  friend,  God  does  nothing  by  random 
chance.  All  of  us  meet  that  one  person  with  whom  we  were 
meant  to  be  together. . .  but  we  deny  it,  caught  up  in  politics, 
blinded  by  spiritual  immaturity  to  understand  and  trust  in  the 
Lord.  But  those  who  do  see.  . .  I  tell  you,  there  is  no  greater 
love  with  the  exception  of  God's  love  for  us.  I  pray  you  find  it 
as  I  have,  my  friend. 

Anonymous 
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The  Anarchist 

Release  me  of  the  trappings  of 
morality!! 

I  curse  that  visionary  Assyrian 
in  a  cry  for  existence  beyond  the 
realms  of  adulterated  good,  and 
amplified  evil.  Like  an  anarchist, 
1  feel  it  my  duty  to  fell  the  codes 
imposed  upon  my  tribe.  As  Israel 
refused  to  acknowledge  pharaoh,  so 
I  reject  you.  I  see  through  the  veil. 
I  know  of  your  clandestine  agenda, 
and  seek  to  illuminate  the  darkened 
corners  of  your  soul. 

Frederick  Capers 
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Radiant 


Radiant, 
calm,  cool,  and  collective, 
she  sits  in  the  sun's  warm  glow. 
Daring, 
flamboyant  and  dangerous, 
limitless  and  free  she  is  content. 

Beautiful, 
blushed  and  painted  and  glossed, 
she  dazzles  any  eye  that  shows. 
Impossible, 
locked  up  in  herself  tight, 
can  she  see  my  love's  intent. 

Powerful, 
she  holds  onto  all  my  thoughts, 
and  without  knowing,  crushes  them. 
Lovely, 
so  easy  to  love  and  desire, 
but  so  hard  to  get  close  to  know. 
Delicate, 

a  rose  petal  could  break  her  to  pieces, 
but  no  man  can  break  her  into  them. 
Heavenly, 
she  is  an  angel  fallen  to  earth, 
away  from  home,  with  nowhere  to  go  ... 
...  but  down. 

Christopher  Edge 
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Blood 

Growing!  Pulsating!  Driving! 

The  black  nothingness. 

Feed  it  and  it  grows. 

I  can  feel  it.  Feel  it  driving. 

Imagine  or  look.  Can  you  feel  it  too? 

Don't  feed  it!  Fight  it!  Fight  it! 

No  use.  Only  the  blood. 

Only  the  blood  can  kill  the  darkness. 

No,  not  mine,  or  I'd  take  it. 

No,  not  yours,  or  I'd  take  it. 

Yes,  the  answer  is  bloodshed. 

But  it's  His  blood.  Only  His  blood 

can  kill  the  darkness. . . 

Only  His  blood  can  kill  the  darkness. 

Jason  Wollschleger 
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Equality 


You're  the  man,  you  kill  the  bug. 
You're  the  man,  you  fix  the  car. 
You're  the  man,  you  start  the  fire. 
All  women  rejoice;  We 've  come  this  far! 

Yard  work  is  Men's  work. 
Car  maintenance  is  too. 
Housework  is  Women 's  work? 
Why!  How  dare  you? 

A  man  should  connect  your  cable. 
A  man  should  open  your  door. 
A  man  should  carry  those  boxes. 
/  am  Woman!  Hear  me  roar! 

You  expect  me  to  watch  your  children? 
You  expect  me  to  clean  your  house? 
I'm  so  sick  of  your  double  standards! 
Oh  no!  Go  kill  that  mouse! 

We  women  deserve  more  respect. 
You  treat  us  like  slaves,  it's  true. 
We're  only  asking  to  be  equal. 
(Perhaps  a  little  more  equal  than  you.) 

Crystie  Stewart 
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